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Author's Notes: 

| know that there isn\t really a huge avenue on this site for HIM fics, and I\'m probably a few years late, but 
if you guys enjoyed this fic-let me know! 

Nd love to try to rekindle HIM fics on the site. 

On a side note, this is the first fic ve written in years, so, yes, I\'m incredibly rusty. Sorry if characters 
are 00C, | just wanted to change things up a bit and write them in a different light. 


Grey, cloudy eyes gazed over the Helsinki skyline as a mist of rain built up and slowly dribbled down the long, 
crystalline windows of the fifth floor apartment. There was no sound in the condo, save for the occasional 


thud of soft paws leaping from the kitchen counter, and down onto the tiled floor below. 


Linde had sat patiently for what seemed to be hours, waiting for Ville to return More than ever it seemed 
that this would be the last time the green eyed beauty walked out. 


Usually it would happen slowly, like two clouds collecting debris and growing, swirling around in the air with no 


purpose, no particular problem, heavy with burden. The apartment would suddenly become too small for the 


two of them, and without warning, a low rumbling would gather between them. The slow, climatic release could 


take days to finally peak. Yet sometimes, the release never came. 
Sometimes, the tension could just build and build without ever letting up. 
Linde hated those days. 


Eventually the familiar cracks of lightning came, and with it, the slow, misty, Helsinki rain, which clung to the 
crystalline windows of the fifth floor apartment. There was never enough of it, to make someone completely 
drenched, not even enough for an umbrella - just enough to make you force yourself to go outside, despite 


the cold - for having no better excuse to stay in. 

Its funny, Linde mused, how such small things can be so irritating. Just gathering and gathering, until one 
single drop of water can form on the window pane, sliding down and down, until it catches up with another, 
engulfing it whole. Getting bigger and going faster, just snowballing, consuming and absorbing everything around 
it until it reaches the bottom with a thud. 

There was another thud inside the apartment, alerting Linde that Burton's cat, Pepper, had leapt down from 
the couch and settled down beside him. Really, Burton shouldn't even have a cat, on account of being hopelessly 


allergic, but Linde couldn't deny those child-like eyes, so much like his daughters’. 


Please, Lins t won't even be a trouble to you, she just has to stay at your house, | can come and feed her, and | 
promise, Hl see her every day.’ 


Of course, it was aces all around for Linde to keep the cat, as he had no allergies. But it was hard on Ville, who 


did. 


Linde sighed, watching his breath snake itself out of his mouth and cling helplessly to the window, never quite 
building up like the raindrops, only slowly, painfully, fading away. 


The blondes’ reverie was slowly pulled away from him, by the polyphonic ring of his phone. 
It was an old Nokia brick model, which the guys always made fun of him for keeping. But it was the first 


luxury he treated himself to back in the 10's off their first record deal. Besides, it had always survived his 
‘Ladies' Rages’, as Mige liked to call them, unlike the countless smartphones that Seppo thrusted at him. 


‘Hei! 
‘Ah! Barbie, it's you' 
‘Mizee: 


‘Have you seen Ville around? 


‘Not recently: 


There was a contemplative silence on the other end of the line. Even though they joked about it, Mige really 


was some sort of village elder. ‘Hmm. his phone is off’ 


‘Really? I've no clue’ He lied Of course he knew. He'd always known. If Ville ever did decide to turn on his phone, 
he wouldn't just be greeted by the failed comings and goings of Seppo and Mige. He would find all the times 
Linde had pretended he hadn't called. 


‘Ah, | see. how's Burton?! 

‘| haven't seen him’ 

And with that, the reception gracefully cut out, leaving nothing to fill the room but the electric crack of 
silence, and the promise of a solitude which would only be briefly cut open by dreams of a Green eyed lover 
playing games in Pennsylvania. 

In the end, Linde mused, like the hungry raindrops born out of heat and heavy clouds, which misted onto 
windows and fell to the floor with a thud - things would always drift back over the ocean While his home - 
Ville's home - was neither Helsinki nor West Chester, the cycle would continue itself. 

It wasn't a permanent thing, Linde thought, but he gazed through the mist of Helsinki growing heavy on the 
crystalline windows of his eyes, and the droplets fall, knowing that eventually, they would evaporate and that 


his lover would return 


Then they could pretend as though nothing had ever happened, as they always did. 


